Calvin University

Calvin Digital Commons
Dialogue

University Publications

10-1-1984

Dialogue
Staff and writers of Dialogue

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.calvin.edu/dialogue

Recommended Citation
Staff and writers of Dialogue, "Dialogue" (1984). Dialogue. 97.
https://digitalcommons.calvin.edu/dialogue/97

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the University Publications at Calvin Digital Commons. It
has been accepted for inclusion in Dialogue by an authorized administrator of Calvin Digital Commons. For more
information, please contact dbm9@calvin.edu.

ao ue
Vd 17

no 1

1984

Calvin's Mission and Liberal Arts
In the Summer of Louis Farrakhan
Our 1984
A Call for Justice
van Milligen: His Poetry

Editor
Rob Schreur
Design Director
David P. Schaap
Associate 'Editor
A. Houston Smit
Staff
Ellen De Haan
Natalie A. Dykstra
Dave Shaw
Lisa Stegink
Mark Van Haitsma
Tom. van Milligen
Lori .Walburg
Pat Westerhof
Business Manager
Ken Erffmeyer
Mentor
Edward E. Ericson

Isaac Hardy House 1805
Jennifer Bowden

Dialogue is a journal of Calvin College
art and commentary published monthly by the Calvin College Communications Board. Address correspondence
to Dialogue, Calvin College, Grand
Rapids, Michigan 49506. Copyright
© 1984 by the Calvin College Communications Board.

Cover-David Schaap

2/Dialogue

aogue
ldtonal
Feature

4

Rob Schreur

6 1984: The Revenge of Winston Smith

Clark Smith

R_oundtable
Poetry

12 Calvin's Mission and Liberal Arts
17 Autumnal

Natalie A. Dykstra
20 8409.11

Dave Shaw

/\rt

2 Isaac Hardy House 1805
5

17
18
19

35

Short Story
Words & Worb
Portfdo
r\edtatiOr

Jennifer Bowden
Untitled
Betsy Steele
Untitled
Betsy Steele
After Durer
Dwight Van Tol
Study of Degas
Dwight Van Tol
Church Window
Jennifer Bowden

22 In the Summer of Louis Farrakhan

Marvin Norman
28 Tom van Milligen
31 Dan Meulenberg
34 Marsha Plafkin
Dialogue/3 .

lditoria
Well, it seems to have taken a while, but here it is.
The appearing of the first issue is a frightening
phenomenon. The chief fright is to see it in your hands,
being read or tossed around or trampled on the
sidewalks. We hope to have accomplished or, rather, to
have begun to accomplish, two changes in Dialogue.
First, we hope to upgrade its appearance and content
with the goal of making it to be taken more seriously
and so to provide a greater service. Second, we hope to
make Dialogue more accessible. The name "Dialogue"
should not be merely a name, it should be a function.
Dialogue is to be a magazine of the arts and of comment
contributed by and of interest to the Calvin community.
Behind these changes is a purpose. Much too often at
Calvin we get caught up in the years-of-preparation
mentality-the single-minded attitude in which we
prepare for the future and ignore the present. We
students are here to train ourselves for our future; the
faculty are here with the purpose of preparing us. And
it is easy to get caught in this mentality. But we,
students and faculty, are living now. If we have as our
vision to be Christ's servants, we are to serve now. Any
obligations placed on us as human beings, as disciples
of Christ, are placed on us now. Now is our life, and
now we must live.
We hope to present Dialogue to you in that vision. It
is to be a publication serving Calvin's present needs.
The art we print is art today, not some proto-art of
persons who may one day produce works of art. The
articles we print are of current concern. Thus we hope
to remove the more tentative quality of Dialogue and
make it a finished product for current use.
Calvin College, or any college for that matter, is not
just a Play-Dough factory, squeezing out, after three or
four years, educated persons. Calvin is a liberal arts
school, and this means, as well as providing a liberal
education for its students, it must contribute to the
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activity of culture. This activity involves participating
in the conversation of humanity; that is, it involves
dialogue. Calvin College adds only a small voice to this
conversation. Dialogue is only a small voice at Calvin.
But we believe it is a valuable one, one we hope to use
and one we hope you will contribute to, by reading,
discussing, and submitting your work.

Qj .

In this issue we begin several features which will appear each
month in Dialogue. "Words and Works" will present the work,
whether it be music or poetry or visual art, of an artist at Calvin,
accompanied by his or her comments. The "Roundtable" will
feature a discussion of some topic of current interest. A
meditation will conclude each issue. Besides being contributions
to a valuable and often neglected genre, these meditations will,
we hope, serve to unite the Calvin community in contemplation
and prayer.

Untitled
Betsy Steele
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The Aeuenge af
W~ns1an SrnUh
Clark Smith

Introduction: George Orwell's 1984 presents us
with a nightmare world in which a massive totalitarian bureaucracy, aided by technological peeping Toms known as "telescreens" and the
seemingly clairvoyant Thought Police, controls
the lives of its citizens to a nearly complete extent.
The setting is Oceania, which includes North and
South America, Australia, and Indonesia, southern Africa, and the Atlantic Islands, including the
British Isles and London, where the story takes
place. Oceania is one of three superstates the nations of the world have congealed into and is
dominated by The Party, symbolized by the omni present visage of Big Brother. Big Brother determines reality for the populace by conditioning
them to accept uncritically the word of the Party
as absolute truth while ignoring contradictions, a
process called "doublethink." The Party believed
it could determine truth because it controlled
men's minds and that by altering the past they
could determine the future. They didn't know
how right they were.
Goldstein and his heresies will live forever.
Every day, at every 1noment, they will be defeated,
discredited, ridiculed, spat upon-and yet they
will always survive.
Chief Inquistor O'Brien of the Thought Police
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Winston Smith stumbled out of Victory
Mansions and into the street, escorted by two
black-uniformed guards, great, hulking,
lipless wonders. He wore the vacuous smile
of the recently brainwashed, having finally
submerged his individuality and critical
judgment in the morass of collective contradiction known as "doublethink." Huge
posters of Big Brother stared down at him
from everywhere, seemingly approving of his
newfound lunacy. The hurrying grey figures
on the street, steeped in the politics of pretense, appeared totally unaware of Winston
and his ominous escorts, even as they parted
magically before them to provide the leeway a
company of tanks might envy. Nonetheless,
Winston was straining towards them, uttering
benedictions:
"War is peace. Freedom is slavery. Ignorance is strength"-the slogans of the Party.
Suddenly, overcome by the absolutely elastic
nature of truth and the pliability of reality, he
whirled on one of his guards, grasped his arm,
and gushed, "Two plus two is five." The eyes
of a hundred Big Brothers followed him as
towards the Ministry of Love and the longawaited bullet he made his way, spouting slogans and beaming angelically.
At that moment, the guards noticed a commotion ahead and became rigid with disbelief. What appeared to be a riot-of Party
members-was in full swing some blocks
ahead. Seizing Winston by each arm, the
guards broke into a run. As the trio drew
nearer to the disturbance, it became clear to
them that it would not be possible to disperse
the crowd. The various caches of black-uniformed guards and police periodically arriving to try to restore order were soon drawn
into the melee along with the rest . It reminded Winston of the Two Minutes Hate run
wild. People were shouting hysterically,
clawing at each other, pushing and shoving in
an attempt to get at-what? All Winston could
make out was a shadowy form some thirty
feet up on the balcony of an old tenement flat.
"Goldstein!" The name hit Winston with a
jolt, and he was simultaneously spun around
and sent sprawling onto the dirty pavement.

The two surly guards had leaped forward at
the sound of the name and then had suddenly
released their holds on him, hurling him to
the ground. Winston looked up to see them
plunging into the mob , raving and clamoring
like the others. He could hear between the
guttural noises and shrill yells the name
"Goldstein" being spoken, but could not locate its source. Picking himself off the
ground , Winston looked up to see a strangely
vague figure, blurry and indistinct, gesturing
up on the balcony.
"Goldstein!" intoned a voice.
And, with a sudden rush of recognition,
Winston knew who the figure was. The previously ill-defined image became sharply
focused-it was a tall, imposing figure with
bushy white hair and a small white goatee
beard, spectacles perched on the end of a long
thin nose. It was Emmanuel Goldstein, Enemy of the People. Not only could Winston
now see him clearly, he could also hear him
speaking in that intolerably clever, sheep-like
voice. He was denouncing the Party, attacking
Big Brother, demanding freedom of speech, of
thought, of the individual! He was saying that
the senseless, interminable war served only
to siphon off the wealth of society and keep
the people down, that the Brotherhood existed, that truth was absolute and unalterable.
Winston found himself screaming obscenities at the top of his lungs as his legs launched
him involuntarily into the crowd. Conditioned by the Two Minutes Hate, he could
do little else. One of the black-uniformed
guards drew his pistol and began firing at
Goldstein, who promptly disappeared from
view. Goldstein was gone, but the rage continued, now unfocused. The guard began firing at random, hitting several people before
being felled by a huge, matronly woman with
an especially massive purse. The crowd,
worked up to a frenzied lather by Goldstein's
inexplicable appearance dissolved into knots
of rabid warfare.
The telescreens were shouting orders, and
more guards and police were arriving to try to
subdue the raging throng. Winston glanced
over at the meter-wide face of Big Brother just
as the steel-tipped truncheon of a guard wickered through the air to catch him between the
shoulder blades. With a sudden jarring like
Dialogue/7

the stripping of gears, Winston's rage lurched
within him and settled ... onto Big Brother,
the Party, and the Thought Police.
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The look of smugness had fallen from Chief
Inquisitor O'Brien's face. "So. Goldstein's
been seen again."
"Yes, sir. Over by Victory Mansions," responded the beefy, gorilla-faced guard.
"That is the twenty-eighth incident this
week!" bellowed O'Brien, dropping his customarily urbane manner. "He's been turning
up all over Oceania. On trolleys, in the streets,
in prole pubs-you name it! Last week he was
seen on a dock in New York, a back alley in
London, and leading Eurasian troops into battle in central Africa-all on the same day!"
"Apparently, he's been causing a bit of a stir
wherever he pops up. Party members conditioned by the Two Minutes Hate routinely
attempt to assault him, and when he invariably slips away, they turn on each other-and
us," said the guard. "We've had riots like we
haven't had since before the Revolution. And
these are Outer Party members. They come
out of it jibbering psychopaths. They can't be
controlled."
"Of course not. We've done our job too
well," replied O'Brien. "That's just it. You
understand that the Thought Police are the
only efficient thing in Oceania." He tried to
resettle the spectacles on his nose in his usual
strangely civil and disarming way. Unfortunately, the guard had seen it too often before
and was not impressed. The whole thing
came off badly when O'Brien noticed his
skeptical look and dropped them, popping
one of the lenses out and sending it skittering
across the floor to land in some chives.
The guard watched as O'Brien groped
clumsily about the floor attempting to retrieve
the wayward lens. Finally he asked, "Is Goldstein real?"
A weaker mind may have snapped going
through the various mental gymnastics necessary to answer such a question accurately
and without treading into the booby-trapped
netherworld of thoughtcrime. But O'Brien
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snapped back with, "Let's just say we enhanced his existence."
"Then he's not real?" queried the guard.
"He's as real as we've made him." O'Brien
had recovered the stray lens and snapped it
back into the frame.
"So why don't we make him ... disappear?" came the guard, dully.
"Because Goldstein is inherent in the system. Hate is inherent in the system." O'Brien
laughed ironically. "We made it that way.
There must be the heretic to trample, to abuse,
to defeat again and again! Goldstein is heresy.
Without the heretic, we have no focus of
hatred, no enemy to triumph over-no sense
of power!" O'Brien had worked up that mad
gleam in his eyes and was now trying to catch
the glint of the light in his spectacles for the
full effect, but the loose lens kept falling out
of the frame. He threw his back out while
trying to pick it up and without taking his
eyes off of the guard.
''Aargh! Pain. Did I mention pain? Inflicting
pain is important too!"
"Like this?" said the guard, stepping over to
O'Brien and smacking him sharply with a
rubber truncheon in the middle of his arched
back. There was an audible pop and O'Brien
straightened up with a violent jerking motion
reminiscent of the action of a spring loaded
hinge. O'Brien muttered something vaguely
obscene, then plowed on.
"You've seen what can happen when a
focused hate of the mob suddenly shifts because its object disappears. It can be transferred to anything. Very often it's to us."
O'Brien turned to the guard. "Yes. Nearly everyone secretly resents the Inner Party, way
down deep inside. In some cases, the hatred
can override the fear. It seems as if our success
in conditioning hate has outstripped our ability to control it."
"In other words ... ,"
"We've created a monster."

The boys at the Ministry of Truth were
working overtime trying to edit Emmanuel
Goldstein out of the news. "The Enemy of the

People" was everywhere, inciting riots invading meetings of the Spies and the Junior AntiSex League, leading rallies in the prole sectors, appearing at the battlefronts, and causing great confusion among Oceania's soldier
"elite." Wherever he appeared, chaos crept
into the vacuum created by his departure.
Meanwhile, Big Brother, the "colossus who
bestrode the world," was getting his face
ripped off walls and posters all over Oceania.
Goldstein had exposed the Lottery as a fake
to the proletarians, who were understandably
upset about having their major preoccupation
revealed as a complete sham, a bogus operation, and a hopeless pipe dream. They rioted
for five days straight. At the Ministry of Truth,
or "Minitrue" in Newspeak, the boys fabricated a sheer fantasy about a five-day celebration by the proles over an increase in the
monthly chocolate ration, which had in fact
been officially cut and actually abolished.
Hospitals were filling up with treacherous
little Spies. It seems as though whenever they
tried to listen in on a conversation by putting
their little earhorns to a door, hoping to catch
some compromising remark, a door would
fling open as if pushed by someone. Depending on which way the door swung, this often
resulted in the horns being jammed into the
little sneak's ear, usually puncturing the eardrum and requiring surgical correction. The
Parsons brat was one such case, and her
vicious brother was found hanging by his
slingshot. Some claimed these events were
the work of Goldstein's mysterious Brotherhood. At the Ministry of Truth, the boys
spun a tale about heroic child patriots being
assaulted by Eurasian agents, when in fact the
only possible suspects were the parents
whom their venomous offspring had hoped to
denounce to the Thought Police.
In central Africa, Goldstein appeared
amongst a platoon of Oceanic soldiers as they
were about to engage a Eurasian army unit.
The minions of Big Brother became distracted
and enraged, and the Eurasians attacked,
slaughtering all. The boys at Minitrue concocted a fable involving the capture of an
entire Eurasian division by a small Oceanic
patrol.
And on and on. The Minitrue boys loathed
Goldstein.
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O'Brien was livid with rage. Goldstein was
everywhere and he was nowhere. Telescreens
could never detect him with any clarity, and the
attempts by members of the Thought Police to
seek him out usually lead to their true identities
being exposed and their consequent effectiveness plummeting to nil. In desperation, the
Ministry of Truth claimed that Goldstein had
been captured. This proclamation provoked a
nasty backlash in which Goldstein began popping up with a vengeance. Simultaneously, telescreens in the areas where he was reported to
have appeared began malfunctioning, an occurrence O'Brien attributed to the coincidental
expiration of their warranties.
A guard entered, a massive brute with a protruding lower jaw one could balance a glass of
water on, and perhaps a full table setting. When
he spoke, it was with great difficulty, and it was
impossible to stand near him when he did so
without sustaining facial lacerations.
"Goldstein doubleplusungood." he grunted.
"Can the Newspeak," interjected O'Brien irritably. "I've got a splitting headache and five
hundred more thought criminals to round up
every time Goldstein condenses into being."
"Goldstein's been demonstrating the basic
laws of physics and mathematics to SRO
crowds all over Oceania. He's trying to establish
the absolute nature of reality and the immutability of truth!" blurted the guard.
"No fair! No fair!" shrieked O'Brien. "I'm the
only one who's supposed to be didactic and
professorial! It's my trademark! He can't do this
to me!"
The guard, somewhat taken aback by this
outburst, was staring at O'Brien with polite tolerance tinged with repulsion usually reserved
for the treatment of the insane. Nostrils flaring,
O'Brien whirled on him.
"Why didn't the Thought Police and surly,
black-uniformed guards stop these ... these
lessons?"
"They tried, but sort of hung around too long
and went away convinced that five cookies take
away two plus two cookies leaves one cookie.
He's very clever," replied the guard.
Dialogue/9

O'Brien snorted. "Next thing you know, he'll
be trying to tell them that two plus two equals
four."
"Well," said the guard, "there's been some
talk of his hitting the lecture circuit. He's very
sharp on epistemology. His empirical demonstrations and rational appeals have wowed the
critics."
"Have they," retorted O'Brien bitterly.
With great effort, the guard looked thoughtful
for a moment. "If we can't stop Goldstein himself, maybe we can stop his Brotherhood."
"Stop the Brotherhood?" The mad gleam had
returned to O'Brien's eyes, and he began to
laugh for the first time in years. "This society is
based on hate, fear, self abasement, and the
thrill of triumph over the enemy! That's how the
Party maintains control-maintains power!
Even more-that's why we maintain power.
Power for power's sake! We've foisted it on
them, conditioned them to it! We've stripped
them of their individuality and personhood.
We've forced them to act, speak, and think as we
want them to. We've kept them in near poverty,
placed them in a grey, hopeless existence. We've
made them nothing before the Party. And every
one of them has hated us for it. That's your
Brotherhood!"
"So why can't we stop it?" asked the guard,
scratching his great, dense head.
"We've made them hate Goldstein, we've
made them hate each other, and we've made
them hate themselves. For the citizens of
Oceania, fear and hate are as automatic and
involuntary as a yawn, and as difficult to suppress. Like the flame of a blowlamp it can turn
on us in a moment. Goldstein for them is like
the bell to Pavlov's dogs, a mere cue to hate. But
us-us they have reason to hate." O'Brien
paused. "We were right that hate is not more
exhausting than love. It feeds on itself. They
don't really hate Goldstein. They really hate us.
The Brotherhood is that secret hatred that every
person carries in his heart for the Party and for
Big Brother. We can't stop it. We created it."
"I see. Sort of a Catch-22," said the guard
smugly.
O'Brien gave him a sharp glance that seemed
to say, "if you get too cocky you're going to be
hung upside down in a harshly lit cell in the
Ministry of Love so that all the blood rushes to
your head and you get a charley-horse every
time you try to swallow.' Only the Thought
10/Dialogue

Police could give such detailed glances.
The guard cleared his throat nervously and
turned to leave. Reaching the door, he paused,
overwhelmed by a question knocking around in
his large, vacant head. "Who is Goldstein?" he
asked finally. "He's the truth we've papered
over. The past we've altered." O'Brien was
·sweating. "The future we can't escape."
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Winston Smith's formal lucidity had returned. He was in what amounted to a corral
with a few thousand other people, most of them
Outer Party members, with a sprinkling of
black-uniformed guards and police, and a
handful of proles. All of them had become uncontrollable after encountering the phantasmal
Emmanuel Goldstein. All of them continued to
seethe with a restless anger, a roiling cauldron
of hatred simmering over years of repression by
the Party. Even the imprisoned guards and police among them, long the instruments of that
brutality and enforcers of the hated order, were
subject to frequent assaults by the other prisoners, the ferocity of which was frightening. It
had taken all the formidable capacities of the
Thought Police and their minions to finally
subdue and incarcerate the hordes of rioters
whose unleashed fury was wreaking fearful
havoc throughout Oceania. Even now the storm
was gathering, and the constantly growing
number of detainees outstripped facilities for
holding them, guards for guarding them, and
were severely disrupting the functioning of the
entire system. In a matter of weeks, the Party
would no longer be able to carry on its endless
war with its current adversary, Eurasia. A peace
treaty would have to be signed. Oceania's resources could no longer be squandered so that
the masses would be kept in a constant state of
deprivation and virtual squalor. If only the
proles could be reached, could be aroused,
thought Winston.

B
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Chief Inquisitor O'Brien's face was as white
as snow. He was in the heart of the Ministry of

present Emmanuel Goldstein and the spontaneous chaos his presence generated. Now
the seething multitude swarmed towards the
massive, white, windowless Ministry of Love.
The few remaining posters of Big Brother,
rather than conveying a sense of calm, imposing power, now seemed to take on an aspect of
detached impotence. Winston came upon a
telescreen that was shouting orders at the
crowd in a booming metallic voice. He highfived it and continued on.
Within another fifteen minutes the massed
millions were at the Ministry of Love, the
forbidden, forboding temple of hate. Its formidable defenses held out for almost ten minutes against the crush of bodies. The rabid
revolutionaries flooded into the huge building and through it.
At last Winston was face to face with
O'Brien, this time on his terms. After a lifetime of fear and equivocation, Winston had
never felt more sure of himself, more certain
of his rightness. He looked O'Brien in the eye
and knew that he could parry any of this more
intelligent man's doublethink doubletalk.
And O'Brien knew it, too.
"It's over," said Winston.
"Yes. I guess the jig is up. But you can't say
is hasn't been fun," replied O'Brien.
"I'd like you to meet an old friend of mine,"
mused Winston with a wan smile. "You may
have heard of him-Emmanuel Goldstein?"
O'Brien was quivering like a bowl of jello.
"He's waiting for you in Room 101," continued Winston. "He's been looking forward
to meeting you for such a long time. Let's not
keep him waiting, shall we?"
Several burly bystanders seized O'Brien
and began steering him out the door. Wriggling free momentarily, O'Brien turned to
A million of them were moving through the Winston, his face contorted in abject horror.
city of London, sweeping everything in their
"What will become of me?" he wheezed.
path. It could be a million of them, or it could
"Well," said Winston, relishing the sense of
be five or ten million of them, as far as deja vu, "if you want a picture of the future,
Winston knew. A wall of proles had de- imagine a boot stamping on an inhuman
scended on the stockade where he was being face-forever." He paused. "Now imagine that
detained, and, although there were many ca- face being yours." ■
sualties, they had overwhelmed the guards
and quite literally torn them apart. The police
and military's attempt to contain the revolting, infuriated millions was a losing proposition to begin with, but was complicated
infinitely more by a now seemingly omni-

Love, shoveling classified papers into the
"memory hole," which ostensibly fed into a
giant incinerator. A black-uniformed guard,
his face as blunt as the front of a Greyhound
bus, entered. 0 'Brien turned to see the
puzzled look on the man's face.
"You're wondering why I'm doing this," he
said. "It's the proletarians. Eighty-percent of
Oceania's population. Those innocuous, dullwitted morons. They have done the impossible."
"Sir?"
"They have revolted."
"But-how?"
"Someone proved something to themsomeone showed something to be true to
them beyond the shadow of a doubt. It's the
only plausible explanation." O'Brien was incredulous. "Their ignorance was our strength.
And now we've lost that."
"Goldstein! Goldstein must have showed
them!" exclaimed the guard.
O'Brien shook his head.
"Goldstein never told anyone anything
they didn't already know. How could he?"
"Well, what did they find out?" asked the
guard.
"The proles found out that it was we, not
the Eurasians, who were firing the rocket
bombs into their neighborhoods every day, to
keep them in fear and justify the deprivations
of war, to make them suffer and show our
power!" raved O'Brien.
"Hoo-boy!" chirped the guard. "Now we're
in trouble!"

l . .
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R_oundtabe
The following is a discussion of liberal arts education and the
mission of Calvin College. The participants are Edgar Boeve, James
Bosscher, Edward Ericson, Gordon Van Harn, and Nicholas
Wolterstorff.
Dialogue
Perhaps we could begin with a discussion
of the nature of the liberal arts. What makes
for a liberal arts education?

that long deposit of culture and to teach some
of them to carry it on. The liberal arts education is not immediately orientated towards
the solution of a practical problem; it is immediately orientated towards immersion in
that stream.

Ericson
Cardinal Newman presents a standard disVan Harn
tinction between liberal knowledge and
The usefulness of the liberal arts education
useful knowledge. Starting with the one
has been described as aiding in the
easier to explain, useful knowledge is knowlthoughtful and intelligent participation in soedge gained with a direct end in mind, so that
ciety. And that involves the development of
learning typing or shorthand would be examthe ability to discern, judge, and analyze. It
ples of useful knowledge. Whereas, he says,
also develops some sort of perspective.
liberal knowledge is not to be pursued with
direct usefulness in mind. However, he is very Bosscher
How does this relate to Christian educacareful to go on and say that liberal knowledge will prove to be useful in the long run. tion? For me, at root education at this instituHe would see the goal of liberal education to tion is education in the mode of Phillipians
develop the gentleman-a word that seems 2-education for servanthood. If that is really
maybe a little out of place when we're talking true, if we come at education in that format,
about educational philosophy. But he does then the servanthood idea means that there is
have in mind the person who gains a wide no way to solve problems or work on situarange of knowledge,and in the process of gain- tions within some narrow structures: I forget
ing this knowledge, he gains skills such as the liberal arts and the social sciences at my
analyzing, problem solving, seeing rela- peril. When I work at the things that I am
tionships.
doing in respect to being God's servant in the
world, I have to, number one, be empathizing
Wolterstorff
with all of these. I have to bring the liberal arts
Of course, when he speaks in terms of the
to bear on my task of healing, liberating, and
education of a gentleman, it makes us all
freeing. Education for servanthood forgets the
squirm a little bit. But he is carrying on a
liberal arts at its peril.
tradition there. I mean, the liberal arts are the
arts of the free person as opposed to the per- Boeve
Yes. But what is different, I think, between
son having to work with his hands. In most
societies the culture that they have by way of our two areas, you in engineering, we who are
thought, visual art, music, poetry, and so in aspects of the arts, is that we all function on
forth is very much of that society. In tribal different levels. I think, generally, the public
societies, people wouldn't know what to do would immediately respect what you are
with art from our culture. The very striking doing as you take this liberalizing influence
feature of our own society, by contrast, is that and tradition into daily practice. Whereas if
we have this immense quantity of artifacts of someone is doing a painting, what I call highhigh culture. I think a useful way of thinking art, what real effect does that have? What good
of the liberal arts tradition now is just to think is that? It is not very useful other than to cover
that its goal is to acquaint the student with a space on the wall. A vast majority of people
12/Dialogue

would spend an infinite amount of money to
support your causes. But it is the rare one who
will spend the extra amount to buy a piece of
sculpture, a print, a painting.

Dialogue
So we have almost a battle between these
two sides. Is that good? Can the sides he reconciled?
Wolterstorff
Well, battle may not be quite the right word,
but I, too, want to fight the battle on both
sides. I think the Christian wants to say there
is worth in just immersing oneself in the liberal arts, just to find the light and illumination of art, without asking if it will build a
bridge somewhere. I want to say that God
made us human beings in such a way that we
find fulfillment, not just with full bellies and
clothes on our bodies and bridges to go
across, but also in this light and illumination
to understand the world is part of our fulfillment. But this whole tradition of culture
which helps us understand is, in fact, a tremendous service in doing the things that
Bosscher does. One has to avoid reduction on
both the left and the right. ·
Boeve
We always struggle with some sort of balance. And I think the majority of us at Calvin
agree that we have at least achieved a strong
liberal arts tradition and underlying core. But
at the same time, we have substantial areas of
preparation for vocation in a more narrow
sense.
Ericson
I think that faculty members at Calvin College are much more likely to agree about liberal arts education when we are talking in
general terms and even philosophical terms
about it. But when we get down to very specific questions of curriculum, we find out that
those differences start emerging.
Bosscher
Which probably mea:qs we started to disagree somewhere before.
Ericson
That's right. For example, look at the enrollments at_this liberal arts college in profes-

sional programs, ones that are not at the
center of the traditional liberal arts education.
I refer to programs in business administration, engineering, nursing, special education.
We say we will run these professional programs within the context of a liberal arts part
of the curriculum for students in these programs. But instead of a full range of core
courses, we have had to reduce core require-

I think the Christian wants to say
there is worth in just immersing
oneself in the liberal arts.
ments for some of those students. Now these
are the real tensions that we live with. When
we press points like that, we discover that we
really did have differences earlier on.
Wolterstorff
And yet it is a thick, complex issue with
many facets. Traditionally, it was such professions as law and medicine and the clergy who
said to the liberal arts college, "We think an
important part of being a good person in our
profession is to be acquainted to a fair amount
of depth and intensity with the liberal arts."
Now what has happened to our society is that
there are some other components, business is
the most dramatic one, which need a lot more
of the kind of thing that colleges and universities are good at giving. In a way what has
happened is that more components of our
society are adopting the track that medicine
and law and the clergy have had for many
centuries. It seems to me that the response of
the liberal arts college should not just be
alarm. There should be a more differentiated
response.
Ericson
I would say, would that we could do with
the other professions what we do with the
ministry, law, and medicine. That is, to have a
broad-gauged undergraduate liberal arts program with professional training following.
That is ideal. What we have in a number of
cases is not that, but the preparation on the
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undergraduate level of people in our professional programs. For myself, I find plenty of
room within a four-year program for a professional sequence, except that in some cases
what is demanded by accrediting agencies or
the custom in that field demands an intrusion
into the four years, so that there is no choice
but to start shaving liberal arts requirements.
In general, I am grateful that there is as much
concern to preserve the liberal arts character
of Calvin as there is. I would say we are considerably better than average on that point.
But I would also say we are more like other
schools than we are unlike other schools in
the undergraduate curriculum that we establish for people going into professional fields.
Van Harn
I think that in terms of the nature of liberal
arts, it is often associated with a particular
curriculum-that it include a certain number
of courses. That seems to me not a sufficient
way to achieve the liberal arts education. The
liberal arts education in many respects is a
way of teaching. You can teach courses that
are traditionally thought of as liberal arts
courses in a non-liberal arts way, taking over a
pretty-much professionalized approach to the
teaching of the course. Similarly, I think you
could take courses that are not traditionally

I view the liberal arts as a way of
teaching as much as a particular
curriculum.
liberal arts courses and teach them in a liberal
arts way-that is, surrounding them with the
historical, philosophical, religious context in
which the issues are to be discussed. So in
many ways I view the liberal arts as a way of
teaching as much as a particular curriculum.
It is the latter one that we have not worked on
as hard as we probably should or could at
Calvin.

tionally liberal arts subjects in highly technical ways so that the human juices get
sucked out.
Dialogue
Is Calvin managing to keep the human
juices flowing in its education, both in the
liberal arts courses and in the pre-professional programs? To what extent is Calvin a
liberal arts school?
Ericson
Not all of the arts and sciences are having
the same experience in regard to enrollment
patterns. Some are enrolling better than others . But at the very least, Calvin College is
more serious about its liberal arts commitment than its immediate constituency would
have it to be. It seems that our contituents
trust us enough so that when we say that it is
really important that they have this range of
courses in the arts and sciences, they say alright-if there are other programs that we can
get in, we don't mind.
Wolterstorff
There is an asto~ishing survey of our graduating students which shows that none of them
complain about the core requirements, maybe
a small figure, two percent or so. Something
persuades them of its worth.
Dialogue
But does that mean we have a liberal arts
school?
VanHarn
One way of looking at whether or not we are
liberal or professional, is to consider what
authority determines the nature of our curriculum. Is it authority outside, external to the
college, that is, professional societies, accrediting agencies? Or is it the mission of the
college? I think our mission still determines a
great deal of the curriculum we are offering.
But I think there is a certain uneasiness with
external agencies determining our curriculum.

Wolterstorff
We as faculty along with the students have
Ericson
And of those two elements, by far the to talk seriously about that uneasiness and
greater one in practice is the teaching of tradi- not just try to sweep it under the rug~ But the
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first question should not be whether we are a
liberal arts college, how much of us is liberal
arts college, and so forth. The first question
should be, what should a college in the reformed tradition of Christendom be doing?
How should it be serving God's cause in the
world? Then we back up from there. And
when we back up from there, granted, you get
a considerable emphasis on the liberal arts. I
want to hang on to that. But in my view, when
you back up from there,you also get more than
the liberal arts. We find that we also ought to
be supporting Jim Bosscher and what he is
doing in teaching his students-enabling
them to be imaginative, creative Christian engineers serving the cause of liberation. So we
should not automatically get all that worried
about the liberal arts question.

It is not inherently illegitimate to
respond to the felt needs of one's
constituents, when the college is
traditionally the vehicle for
preparing people.
tried pretty hard at saying what makes areas
appropriate for us, and one of them was a felt
need in respect to our constituency.

Wolterstorff
I took PECLAC to be saying these two
Ericson
things: that we should ask ourselves what are
But we did not begin to move into the nursthe important formative com potents in Amering program because we thought that it would
ican society; and, of these, we should ask
be a good response to some theological manwhich have a substantial theoretical and libdate. The pressures really came from the peoeral arts component, and that we should
ple who invented it, in other words, from
focus on these second ones. If s0me compomarket-place pressures. In the reformed unnent doesn't have these qualities, then we
derstanding of the Christian's role in this
should not concentrate on it. This is not to say
world, we would say that garbage men, farmit is inferior or anything like that. But we can't
ers, house painters, plumbers, all find their
be everything to all people. Of course, this
vocations to be Christian vocations. But we
means we have to change as those compodon't prepare plumbers here. The call to disnents of American society change. It seems to
cipleship goes far beyond the college. When I
me architecture, engineering, and business
go back to the matter of professional fields, it
are becoming more theoretically orientated,
is not inherently illegitimate to respond to the
so we have to make appropiate changes.
felt needs of one's constituents, when the college is traditionally the vehicle for preparing Ericson
We can't be all things to all people, agreed.
people. But it does seem that we would not
have these professional areas in our curricu- But we have added professional areas in re1um if we simply started out with some philo- cent years, and we have not added such intersophical foundation. We have them because n at i o na 11 y valuable majors as Italian ,
there is a desire for them in our constituents. Russian, Chinese, or Japanese , and we won't.
We won't be adding those because there is no
Bosscher
market demand for them. There is market
On the other side of the issue , I am exdemand from our constituents for nursing,
tremely happy about the possibility of residengineering, computer science, business, and
ing here and calling young reformed people to
more business .
servanthood and discipleship in the world.
We tried to address the issues of what con- Van Harn
stituted appropriate concerns for a college
It seems to me that many majors themselves
like ours in PECLAC [the Professional Educa- are a type of professional education in that
tion and the Christian Liberal Arts College they are a preparation to enter that discipline.
documenij. Now we may have failed, but we The question_is whether or not the so-called
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liberal arts component of the college is necessary for support of that professional major. I
think that is some what the criterion for what
sorts of programs we have here. If a technical
program or professional program can exist
well without being surrounded and complimented by the general liberal arts education,
it has no place.
Wolterstorff
That is a fair point. Liberal arts academics
love to think of themselves as engaged in a
totally disinterested pursuit. But a lot of students major in philosophy and art and history
and so forth with the prospect of getting a job
teaching the stuff.
Dialogue
How, in conclusion, would each of you see
the liberal arts figuring in the mission of Calvin College?

Wolterstorff
I think it figures centrally in our mission. I
don't want the label "liberal arts college" to
be understood in such a way that that is the
only thing we are. But it seems to me that at
the very core of our enterprise.,.we have tried to
choose professions and programs and courses
in which the liberal arts is a central component.
Bosscher
If you look at PECLAC, one of it's cardinal
criteria for whether we should introduce
something is whether Calvin College can
make an effective contribution by way of a
liberal arts education to a given program of
professional education. I think we can together make a very effective contribution by
way of liberalizing, in the best of senses, our
people.
Ericson
I think that Calvin College is a liberal arts
college which does a better job of bringing
rear-guard action to bear than most liberal
arts colleges do. That is a rear-guard action
that preserves some integrity of liberal arts
education. But we really make compromises
with reality to the point that we should at
least be modest in our claims about being a
liberal arts college.
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Van Harn
I do think that liberal arts is central to Calvin's mission. But when I think about liberal
arts at Calvin, I think they are the way in
which students learn to discern the religious
mind in the various disciplines. So, in the
sense that the study of the liberal arts is directed toward that end, in that sense liberal
arts is central to our mission.
Boeve
I went to a professional school before I attended Calvin. It gave me all the tools, as it
were, to engage in the vocation of commercial
art. But it in no way contributed to understanding the purpose or function of being an
artist. Prospective students and their parents
come to us at the beginning of the year and
they want to know why they should attend
Calvin rather than a commercial arts school.
And I guess the only thing I can say is that,
although we certainly cannot have the course
in every aspect of art to help them acquire
skill, we can do what I think is much more
substantive. That is, give them a purpose. I
would say we should put a far greater emphasis on having a purpose or motivation for life
than just on having all the skills.
Wolterstorff
Harry Jellema, who taught here about
thirty-five years ago, used to put it very deftly.
He would say, it is not so much what you
think as the mind with which you think. That
is what we are here for. ■

Untitled
Betsy Steele

Autumnal
Rusted hands catch the ache in
morning hymns and a distant hill.
Arching backwards swiftly, she dies
again in time and circles always
going nowhere. Black and white rush
against the ends of wind leaving
twisted limbs to shudder in the squalor.
And all she can remember is a story
the mockingbird once told her, the
story of a crooked tree still standing
and three who came.
Natalie A. Dykstra
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8409.11
Have you embraced
the fashion
of gazing at the moon?
Of cringing
at guitar swinging madonnas
who heave forth
songs
of violence and flowery
beds?
What of
the hurricanes of expression
that leap off
tongues through the salty lens
of a twenty-year-old TV set?
Who takes the pain
for your black withdraw!
from osmosis
and esoteric camraderie?
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The architect
of witches
burns newspaper
and poetry
in the mud bowls
of his room
plays Vivaldi
on Coke bottles
Means to become
vain
and sloppy
in his manner toward
administrators
Calculates the death
of virgins
on street corners
and in ranch houses.
His eyes narrow
watching the flames
dance
from housetop
to housetop
bringing a plastic madness
to the business man
and his thermodynamic
children.
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-
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The soul ·
at times
is lil<e a November pumpkin
with a soft underside,
beneath a chilly sky
that hangs close
like a prophetic tapestry
ready to be torn.
Its seeds
lie rotting
into its interior (a farmer passes
and nearly l<icks it
to pieces
but moves on,
wrenching out burdock
and lambsquarters instead)
So the soul
is venerable most
in the summer
when it swims through the flesh
and scintillates
lil<e a firework display
at night
exploding
into hidden rooms
of August
a surprise to no one
but awakening
everyone.
By September
it is the mad calm
child
trembling with autumnal innuendos
closing his eyes
and shattering windows
of shrouded churches.
October
lovingly brushes
November
completing the age
and the fate
of the pumpkin for winter.

The TV off,
the couch filled
with slumbering figures
wrapped in red and green,
the snow begins to fall.
The architect plays
a carol on his bottles
and you lock the door
for the rest of the month.
-Dave Shaw
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OF
(a surrealistic comedy unfortunately true)
Marvin Norman

I've always associated you with the springtime rain, Sylvia, but I'm well aware
of those romantic tendencies now. Comparing people to weather is a horrible
practice, and it has to stop this instant. How did I end up this way? Obviously
Mother was acquainted with the Harlequin romances of her day. My birth was
something like a sequel to one of them; no doubt the sad outcome of her own
failed romance. But that's a tale that can wait for future biographers. What I want
to know is, Where are you tonight, Sylvia?
I hear you're attending grad school in the Adirondacks. You've switched your
major from English to Astrology, or so says your former best friend who now
reads tea leaves for a living. Admittedly you've always made a compelling
argument for all the Gemini's of the world-a feat doubly impressive for you, a
Taurus. But, honestly, understanding conjunctives is far more practical,
wouldn't you agree?
As I sit here with my yo-yo and practice the "moonwalk," I'm waiting for your
call. Here, in front of a painting of the Rio Grande, at a university in downtown
Hatboro, I can think of no one else. Aren't you flattered? On hot summer days,
even with the air conditioner on, I wax nostalgic for your chrysanthemum touch.
But don't misunderstand. I don't want to revive a "dead" romance. I would never
endorse such a thing, nor endure it. So let's have no subtle insinuations of
necrophilia now; I have my pride too, you know.
I wish I had finished college in Ohio with you instead of transferring to
Caliexico & Sons University. But blind ambition drove me to the desolate parts of
Pennsylvania and away from you, all in a misguided quest for El-Yacqui Indian
bones. I wanted to find out why the El-Yacqui buried their dead in trees. That's
why I majored in Obscure Points of Anthropology. Caliexico once had a brilliant
Forest-Graveyard program according to the Dean. "But that was 865 years ago,"
he said, "and the forests have since moved to Southern Mexico to petrify." I told
him point blank that I hadn't heard of such a ridiculous thing since Act V Scene
IV of Macbeth, and he agreed. He apologized and said he'd update the catalogue
at his earliest possible convenience, but that was three years ago. Since then eight
more majors have come down looking for Forest-Graveyards. When I asked again
what happened to them, he replied angrily that "the White Man took them." I
took this as an extraordinary admission of collective racial guilt and dropped the
issue. I can't help but wonder what the 1985/2986 catalogue will say, though.
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I went to your parents' house looking for you two weeks ago. I was flattered that
your father remembered me as he greeted me with the old epithets. He told me
you were away at college and wasn't sure if you were alive or dead. I knew he was
trying to give me the business and said so. He said he didn't mind me calling him
a liar as long as I didn't try to frisk his daughter. "She's not from your part of
town," he said indignantly while throwing water in my face. Well, as I bid your
father sayonara and walked down the primrose path to the street, he commanded
your dog to attack me while my back was turned. I thought this was . simply
outrageous behavior from an ex-cop. To make matters worse the cat and parrot
joined in the melee. Luckily, I had plenty of mace just in case of such an
eventuality. I had to put the family horse out of commission, too, sorry about that.
But it's certainly not my intention to gripe all day about your father's patio
manners. What I simply want to know is, where are you tonight, Sylvia?
Remember how we met at a nameless University in Eastern Ohio? (It was too
hip to be bothered with such petty conventionalities like having a name.) I
helped you with a Metaphysics exam that concentrated on the Pentagon military
budget. You did well and said you were eternally in my debt and told me your
deepest secrets. But you forgot to introduce yourself so I had to look your face up
in a campus phonebook. I finally found it there under Strange But Pretty. You
were dating a boor from Woodstock at the time. He didn't smoke stuff grown
legally and lived a life of unbridled sin. You tried convincing him to come in
under the law and out of condemnation, but he wouldn't hear of it. I comforted
you in your time of trouble with no ulterior motives and nothing up my sleeves.
Even I was noble once ....
When he dumped you, you considered taking a buzzsaw the hard way. I talked
you out of it because I hate to see a pretty skirt ruined, especially with someone in
it. When the school year ended we were still vague but we felt something like
aesthetic passion growing between us, binding us in the love of the same colors.
How was I to know that soon afterwards the very mention of your name would
send the bells in town a-ringing? Before these feelings had completely surfaced I
let you know I was transferring to another school, a school with a name. We had
some heavy rap sessions and, like, serious fun before I left, leaving me eternally
in your debt.. .and confused as to how I felt.
I was playing cards with Juno when your first letter came;

Dear Dominic
How do I break it to you? You've meant so much
to me in this transitional period between absolute
despair and delirious joy. I think I'm falling in love
with you but I can't be sure. I'll write more after I've
finished the dishes. Daddy is reading Steppenwolf
and Nausea again. He has a strange gleam in his eye
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and his shadow looks hairy. I don't think I'll tell
him about us just yet.
yours with
love and whispers,
Sylvia
P.S. Isn't the moon beautiful tonight?

I was titillated to say the least. I didn't know whether to laugh, cry, or read the
paper so I did all of that. I immediately sent you a reply by carrier pigeon and
prayed there'd be no rain. My heart became synchronized to the rhythm of my
grandfather's clocks. I got up early to feed the chickens, skin the hogs, and beat
the horses. I nervously awaited your reply to my declaration of love-and-fair-play.
It was a glorious time to be young and unemployed; you know it as well as I do.
I was reciting the Upanishads when your faithful letter came:

Dominic
Your letter excited me very much. After reading it
I haven't been able to sit down for days. Mummy is
suspicious and keeps asking if I have a rash on my
posterior.
I was happy to read your declarations of love and
eternal fidelity. I suspected that we've felt the same
way for some time now, but we're such vague
creatures right? Actually you're vaguer than I am.
You never say what's on your mind. You prefer lies,
riddles, parables and metaphors to plain statements.
But that doesn't bother me as long as you're not
exaggerating about your love for me. (But it does
bother me sometime to tell the truth) Oh honey, this
is my first real love letter to you, let's not fight. I
want us to last forever or whatever comes first. I'm
composing a poem about us called The Garden of
Epicurus. It has all sorts of neat images in it, you'll
see.
I Love you,
Sylvia

Wasn't that all the encouragement I needed? We've come a long way baby from
those declarations of undying love to our present ignorance of each other's fate. I
still have your photographs, but I accidently threw the poetry anthology you
edited at school out the window. (I go through these purges from time to time, just
Stalinistic immaturity showing again, that's all.) But I am sincere in wanting to
know where you are tonight, Sylvia.
I was tightrope walking downtown when your most affectionate letter came:
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Dearest St. Dominic King of my Heart
Your love is like a pool of burning blue lava and
magnolia yellow flower petals. Knowing you is an
indescribable experience and fun too. You are my
sweet tooth. I'd free my birds for you if you'd only
ask. I love you like a farmer loves the springtime
rain in Iowa. You're my lover now and I'm committed to you. (Love is a totalitarian experience,
isn't it?)
I LOVE YOU VERY MUCH,
Sylvia
P.S. do you want a puppy?

We got together a couple of times that summer at Dear Abby's insistence. We
travelled a million miles in one direction, but we pulled it off. We met discreetly
in a neutral place-your father's living room. We rejoiced in our love for each
other after he fell asleep on the couch. Even though he sat between us we made all
the right hand signals and read each other's lips. Your mother must've thought we
were deaf or something. Little did we realize that your father slept with one eye
open. One time you walked me to the Greyhound station and signed my autograph book. In return I handed you my thrift shop jacket as a token of my love for
you. You wore it better than I did.
That was the summer of '81, I remember it well. We were going strong then,
convinced that all the signs pointed toward a common cup and the mingling of
foreign blood. I used to read sections of St. Augustine's Confessions to the chess
players and hustlers on Market street in my happiness. I accepted challenges and
duelled with myself in order to be truly worthy of you. I was aware of your
gossimar conscience and that it needed protection at all costs. Our late-night
phone conversations and letters revealed the pain you felt the world inflicted on
you daily. You were more complicated than a physics midterm at that time and I
botched a couple of prime opportunities to show my more sensitive side. How
was I to know that mind-reading skills were a prerequisite for romance in the
modern world? Then I started Caliexico in the fall and you returned to Eastern
Ohio. We spoke three-times-a-week long distance. I was convinced you knew my
thoughts were with you and that no mountains standing between us could give
them pause. Thanksgiving holiday promised to be the highlight of the Autumn
'cause we would spend it at a mutual friend's house. But this mutual friend's
name turned out to be 'Lucifer', and she told you a thing or two.
I was halfway through The Death of Ivan Ilych, when your fateful letter came:

Dear Dominic
I'm starting to have doubts . They started up my
spinal chord a few days ago ·as I talked with a friend
of yours and mine who very casually betrayed your
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confidence. She says you can't possibly love me
because you're over there and I'm over here. Is it
true you'd move Heaven and earth to be with the
woman you love? Then why aren't you here? I have
other questions listed numerically from 1 to 50. My
lawyer shall forward them to you soon.
I'm honestly confused,
Sylvia
P.S. Anything you say can and will be used against
you.

Where are you tonight, Sylvia?
By Christmas I was feeling a lot like Janis Ian after a bad date. We weren't getting
anywhere in those delicate negotiations of the heart. I was guilty of emotional
three- card Monty. None of my sleight-of-hand tricks or illusions could disuade
your growing insecurity. Some of my so-called friends reinforced your paranoia
by faking compromising photographs of me and my second-grade teacher. Now I
know how Vanessa Williams feels. It's memories like this that make me wish I
had a second chance at every situation I've ever been in.
I was painting the cat-box yellow when your twenty-seventh letter came. "Dear
John," it said:
Dear Dominic
How do I put it to you without hurting your
feelings? I received a vision seven hours and seven
minutes ago. It was based on Ezekial thirty-seven,
'the Valley of the Dry Bones.' A voice came down
from Heaven and said the bones were a metaphor of
our relationship, do you get my drift? Anyway,
being the obedient Christian that I am, I feel its best
we obey this Old Testament sign. I'm sorry and I
pray you'll understand someday. I'll always treasure
your friendship. I still love you in my own way.
with charity,
Sylvia
P.S. Will you please send back the books I loaned
you? (except the Hemingways, you can keep them)

Talk about cold-blooded endings .... I know that I've made my share of
mistakes and that I'm guilty of my own particular brand of unrighteousness, but
there was something hypocritical in your reasoning. I don't think I would've
minded the breakup half as much if you had dated Pat Boone instead of taking up
with your old boyfriend again. Was our relationship the product of some sick
rebound? Was that why I was dunked unceremoniously off court and into the
alley? Shall I end it all because you're not here, Sylvia? Nah, I won't flatter myself.
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Such an act would go unnoticed by all except the cat, and he's not the cannibal
type. No, sorry, such a thought has never seriously crossed my mind. In that
respect I have one leg up on you. Sometimes I think you'd commit suicide over
unleavened bread. But I doubt seriously if you thought of snuffing yourself when
we broke up. You probably went on a spending spree at some downtown mall,
buying all the new skirts and funky ties. Probably bought at-shirt with the letters
"I'm Free" ironed on the front. You probably caught An Officer and a Gentleman
with my old roommate Hiram Brutus down from Rhode Island. He told me you
called him once and spoke a quarter of an hour about the Trilateral Commission.
Man, as long as I've known you we never discussed politics. Well, life went on
even without you, Sylvia. I dated other women but none of them could surpass
you in terms of pure funkiness. Time passed slowly and I didn't hear from you for
a long time. My letters went unanswered and I assumed I was persona non grata
in your neighborhood. After a year of silence I accepted your cold shoulder in
stride and began laying plans for attracting another woman, one with feet like
yours. I was pleasantly surprised to find a missive from you shortly after Easter.
By this time I had deciphered the works of Christopher Fry and kind of expected
it. There was postage due, I didn't expect that:
Dear Dominic
I hope you don't mind me writing this letter in
French. I'm not trying to be impersonal, just
romantic. You read French right? Parle-tu Fran9ais?
Its been a while since we've shared the same cup
and thought fondly of one another. You don't
understand me and that's my fault. I should've used
subtitles. Let's bury the dead and allow the dead to
stay dead. I'm willing to know you again if we can
keep it uncomplicated.
Glad to know ya'
Love, Sylvia

We managed to squeeze out a couple of token letters back and forth for awhile, eh,
Sylvia? When we spoke on the phone our conversations were long and quixotic.
You retained your dazzle and verbal charm beyond your graduation. Sometimes
it was a struggle talking to you because of the memories of your sweet kiss. We lost
touch again a few months back so your current address is a mystery to me. I just
want to know where you are for the record, nothing more.
Here, in the summer of Louis Farrakhan, I'm waiting for your call. Oh, I do hate
talking on the phone. - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - Marvin matriculated in real life
last spring after graduating from
Calvin. It is an honor to present
his posthumous short story.
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The three poems I'm basing my
comments on were written within the
last eight months, so I haven't really
been able to distance myself from
them. My reaction to my latest work
is always something like "This is the
best I've ever done" or "This is garbage." In fact, I often rebound between those positions until, a few
years later, my vacillations have
reached a relative equilibrium.
These poems are attempts to deal
with the problem of lifelessness and
inactivity. But they're not merely cathartic, i.e., not written just to get the
problem out of my system. In fact,
talking about my situation gives that
problem a stronger place in my consciousness. Exploring anxiety, then
has as an accompanying responsibility the task of solving the problem. We all know that complaining
can become an enjoyable thing.
But theorizing about poetry is
really water in which I have a tendency to drown. After a while my
mind gets boggled with the complexity of it all. On the other hand, I would
be dishonest if I said that these three
poems were merely a reflection of my
mind's searching out an answer to the
dilemma of time and action. It's
closer to the truth if I say these poems
were the searching and findihg itself.
But how that can be is beyond me
right now.
I would be equally misleading if I
made my poetry out to be an intellectual exercise. It's not really. The
poems are much more visual things. I
remember sitting up on the third floor
of the library while the snow was
coming down. At the time I'd been
reading Milton's On the Morning of
Christ's Nativity, and the idea of the
earth as a woman covering herself before God seemed to be a good framework in which to explore Advent, or
the lack of it, myself.
Some may call my being inspired
by another poet not authentic
creativity. But it seems to me that
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what we call creativity is actually
shaping-we work with something
we've found, rather than making
something out of nothing. In this case
I worked with an image handed down
to me. Forms, too, make up the stuff
that writers bequeath to each other,
though the restrictions that forms
place on the shaping process have declined in popularity almost as much
as the use of dogmatic formations in
Western Christianity. But recently
there has been a return to the past,
though more, it seems, in Christianity
than in poetry.
Of the three poems here, I think this
is the most successful. There's an interesting ambiguity (which you may
argue is only interesting when I rationalize it) in the sense that the
winter is perpetual winter and the
sense that spring will come again as it
has come many times before. Thus
the woman is both an old maid and a
very fertile, though listless, mother.
Perhaps the poem embodies the feeling that the continuous cycle of birth
and death is death in itself, is monotony and meaningles~ness.
I like the sounds, touches, and
sights of this poem, and the hollowness of the last lines that are questions without the question marks, as
if the poet expects no answer.
The answer worked itself out in another poem inspired by Milton (the
title is from his Sonnet 19). The central image this time is from a playground, specifically the flat spinning
disk with handles that children propel themselves upon. A few days earlier I'd read a friend's poem that made
use of the cyclone image, and it
struck me as fitting both in the sense
of circling and in the sense of wind.
(You '11 notice that wind figures in all
three poems. I just noticed that now. It
wasn't a conscious thing.)
Children have always been agents
of God for me, not in Traherne 's sense
of childhood innocence, but more
like Blake's vision of childhood live-

liness, though my conception of life
has in it a strong dose of death thanks
to Darwin. Thus the children hover
between angels and whirling dervishes. And the final lines waffle between faith and grace, and between
the sense of being thrown into a dungeon and being pulled into a ship.
How often have we wondered which
one salvation is?
Sometimes I wonder whether my
comments on my poems aren't more ·
valuable than the poems themselves.
This one, for instance, has some Jewish numerology that was more prominent in earlier versions of the poem
but seems to distract now that it only
appears once. But that sense of not
only "many voices" but "how many
voices" expands the meaning of Sabbath in the final lines to connect it
with the rest of the poem. At present,
though, I think it is a weak connection.
"Pentecost-for Rand" is my first
song of praise. As of now, it is also my
only song of praise. I'm stylistically
much more comfortable with my earlier lamentations, but I've resolved,
for the time being at any rate, not to
weep unless it is for someone else.
Milton's influence is still visible as
far as the images of perpetual, monotonous time, and the clasical allusions
go, put I think Thomas Merton's poem
"Whitsuntide" had a large influence
on the tone and some of the metaphors. The wind and the fire, as well
as the "hatcheted chickens," are from
my past.
The element of fire keeps this poem
together,
as does the tone of praise,
I
but it strikes·me that the other images
are merely clustered on the stem like
grap es, rather than forming other
strands that would in turn make this
poecl tougher. Right now it seems to
ooze ,out at the · edges. Maybe that's
alright-it is, after all, an expression
of "useless enthusia"-but I won't
press that. ■
1

The ground tosses in a tiring sleep
casting the snow with the movements of
her lips
While her windy fingers clutch
the blankets from acre to acre
exposing expanses of stubbily haired flesh
This old maid uncaring now, having born
too many springs to court anyone seriously
The crystal snow, like sand, mounts
in string less guitar shapes, strings
too often plucked now coiled like snails' empty shells
sand blown by a dry mouth and burning lungs
Who shall make this winter desert shout
above the parched howl of scraping fingers
on the corners of fa rm houses
What breath, now that the water's frozen,
will quicken this white dust
when even the most passionate kiss
glances off the land and melts
nothing

Toward Which Time Leads Me
The circling throb of children's
voices drawn up twister-like
"Come on! Come on!"
(Now?)
·(Who's cranking this machine
that churns out saints in time
and humps along like making butter?)
My feet are stuck in contradiction
My tongue and legs are democratic
pandemonium. Muscles twitch and
pull like a team of six horses
each reined by a different laughing child
But some single self emerges
-Sabbath NowI leap and land
(I'm pulled and bound)
the children bruisd but safe
and sound
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Pentecost-for Rand
Stay there, Son, and let us circle
observing while you warm us
with that rolling and general life
None of this hurtling through the void
to touch our coasts (or, what now are coasts
but would be nothing if you evaporate
the seas) this Pentecost
For we are but thin paper matches
If you light on us we burst and blind
and blunder, bodies without heads, bounding
with useless enthusia lil<e hatcheted chickens
But no, poet, you are mistal<en
for the fire does not touch
but hovers, and soon sends gusts across
the coals within
and, oh! those eyes blazing dark with fiery arrows
oh! the fermented syllables vomited hard as cannonballs
(and with so much thunder)
from the forge of pagan vulcan that hammered the cutting
tongue
Oh, Jesus, who had thought
the weapons of our indignation and the reversed lightning
of our pride would make us empty gifted vessels
to be filled with Gospel, our original cargo.
So come, Holy Fire, though our teeth blacken with the soot
of smoldering love and we cough and wheeze the witness
of your mercy, though this bull cracks its skin
and bleeds congesting dust while you loom above us
more giant than astronomy predicts
breathe on us that our inner blazing may be
purified to praise of thee,
our Founder
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r\editation
I remember when I was a child asking my mother what heaven and hell
were like. "Jews don't believe in
hell," she said. "Christians worry
about what's in the other world; for a
Jew, it is enough to take care of this
world." Of course she was not wholly
right; clearly, some Jews do speculate
about the eschaton. But what she was
trying to say, and rightly, as I see it, is
that Judaism, before all else, espouses
a historical faith, serving a historical
God, carrying historical responsibilities and concerns. Emil Fachenheim does a good job of expounding
my mother's point:
Jewish theological thought resists,
first, a God who is sole Power but
without involvement, withdrawn
from history and demanding a like
withdrawal from history on the part
of his worshippers. There has always
been room for mysticism within Judaism, but never for an other-worldly
mysticism which abandons salvation
in and commands for history, thus
retroactively destroying the events at
the Red Sea and Sinai. (God's Presence in History, New York University
Press, 1970)
My ensuing concern with hell was
inevitable: growing up in Grand
Rapids, the theological capital of the
universe, one can hardly avoid it. Furthermore, my preoccupation with
hell was ignited because so many
people, theologically sound of
course, assured me that someday I
would go to hell for good (or for evil,
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as the case may be). I questioned my
mother, to prepare myself for the trip.
My best friend in high school told
me that I could avoid this trip by confessing that a certain rabbi of
Nazareth was really God incarnate
and that his death on a cross was
really atonement for the world, those
members of the world who shared
this interpretation anyway. Fancy
that, I thought, The Supreme Just
Judge uses unjustified means to decide whether or not one is justified.
Justice. Oh yes, that reminds me of
another story. As a grade schooler I
often ate the hot lunches that were
prepared by the school. One day the
lunch program served ham for lunch.
My principal noticed that I did not eat
the meat, thereby breaking God's law.
He told me that I could not go back to
class until I ate the ham. When lunch
ended my classmates and teacher returned to the classroom, leaving me
alone with the principal in the large
gymnasium, which seemed vastly
larger now that only the principal
and I were left to fill it. Once again I
tried to explain the Jewish law to the
principal; once again he issued the
ultimatum. With terrified tears
streaming down my face, I picked up
my fork and jabbed a piece of ham,
and, asking God to forgive me, I put
the dirty meat into my mouth. I could
not swallow. I tried instead to fit the
entire piece of ham into my mouth,
hoping that my principal would not
notice and that I could sneak into the
bathroom to flush the meat. He gave
me a peculiar look, leaned over near
my face and spoke one word: "swallow." I prepared myself to die there in
the gymnasium, and then, I swallowed.

Everyone was right-I was going to
hell. Indeed, I was already there.
I tell my story to show a point. Theology, contrary to some opinions,
does not fall from the a priori shelves
of Calvin College's Library, nor even
John Calvin's Library. Theology falls
as pellets of sweat from the brows of
little girls and old men who struggle
to see God's actions in an apparently
Godless world. Does it seem plausible, then, that people with radically
different experiences about which to
theologize could be justified in offering different responses to those experiences? I should think so.
Aside from whether or not the Jewish dietary laws, or any ritual other
than your own, seem relevant to you
as a Christian, is one justified in act- ~
ing so as to prevent one from following such a law, a law inspired by true
conviction and a law that does not
harm others? More concretely, were
my principal's actions just or unjust?
Surely we can agree that he was
grossly unjust. Furthermore, I want to
suggest that just as our actions can
unjustly prevent others from freely responding to God, so too can our beliefs. Perhaps you can already smell
what I'm cooking.
Indeed, I want to argue that we are
responsible to remove from our own
convictions, ideas, and beliefs which
explicitly or implicitly prevent others
from freely responding to our Creator.
This task is difficult indeed. Too
easily either we throw ourselves into
a bland universalism, in which case
one wonders why she should affirm
any tradition, or we back diligently
into our parochial corner with shield

and spear. Perhaps another alternative exists. If not, we should create
one. We should find new ways to sustain and nurture our own religious
convictions, ways that do not thrive
on theologically castrating others.
I'm thinking here of such doctrinal
bombs as the claim of exclusivity
(i.e., the tight grip which many folk
think they alone have on the kingdom
via their theological affirmations)
which have been dropped by Jews
and Christians alike. I need not think
that my Christian friends are blind,
stupid, or eternally doomed in order
to assert the authenticity and passion
of my Jewish faith.
Perhaps you're wanting to ask how
I dare to ask you to give up any claims
of exclusivity that you may hold regarding your Christian faith. For, you
could argue, these claims are essen'"
tial to your free response to God, and
even by my asking I cause you unjustified spiritual harm. I dare to ask
for one simple reason: life with and
among my Christian friends leads me
to think that believing in the resurrection of Jesus and seeing his death as
the final atoning sacrifice for humankind rank as essentials for the Christian faith. The doctrine of exclusivity,
on the other hand, ranks only as polemic for coercing others into the
Christian faith.
To be sure, ! · realize the unpopularity of my contention, especially on an orthodox Christian
campus. But then I'm not looking for
orthodoxy; I'm looking for justice. ■
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